And that dear words meant nothing?' But enough,
For when we have blamed the wind we can blame love;
Or, if there needs be more, be nothing said
That would be harsh for children that have strayed,
NEVER GIVE ALL THE HEART
NEVER give all the heart, for love
Will hardly seem worth thinking of
To passionate women if it seem
Certain, and they never dream
That it fades out from kiss to kiss;
For everything that's lovely is
But a brief, dreamy, kind delight*
O never give the heart outright,
For they, for all smooth lips can say,
Have given their hearts up to the play*
And who could play it well enough
If deaf and dumb and blind with love?
He that made this knows all the cost,
For he gave all his heart and lost*
THE WITHERING OF THE BOUGHS
I CRIED when the moon was murmuring to the birds:
"Let peewit call and curlew cry where they will,
I long for your merry and tender and pitiful words,
For the roads are unending, and there is no place to my
mind/
The honey-pale moon lay low on the sleepy hill,
And I fell asleep uponrlonely Echtge of streams*
No loughs lave witlered lecause of tie wintry wind;
Tie lougls lave withered lecause I lave told tlem my dreams.
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